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instructions to the postmistress at the local post-office at Les
Sablons. I don't know how many post-offices there are in France,
but there must be 50,000 at least. This notice was not printed.
It had been written in violet ink in rather cramped irregular
^calligraphy, and then multiplied on one of the old-fashioned
* hektograph * machines, as we used to call them. At the same
time as the change of postage, a new carte-lettre at id. was
introduced, I asked for one of these ccwtes-lettres yesterday at
Les Sablons, but none had yet been received.

I came down to Les Sablons yesterday. It is summer. The
garden full of sun and flowers ; the roads humming with insects.
The chestnuts in front of the house * snowing ' all the time.
Bright blue sky, with a border of " capricious towering " white
clouds. I walked up to the ' grand entrance * to the forest this
morning, and it was so beautiful and so imposing that even
Henry Ward Beecher's silly remark about a tree being finer
than a cathedral seemed for the moment to be not so idiotic and
meaningless after all*

Thursday, May

I finished another section (of 10,000 words) of the divorce novel
on Monday night, having written it in 8 days.

I spent this afternoon with EManora Green. She told me a
saying of her little brother who was taken by his mother to see
the central meat markets : " Maman, il doit y avoir pas mal
d'accidents ici." As an unconsciously horrible remark of a
child's, it wants beating.

We went to the exhibition of Gustave Moreau's paintings.
An artist, but not a great painter. Magnificent conceptions of
literary subjects, well but not adequately treated. His pre-
occupation with the story of Salome is singular. We noticed
one small painting where Salome was holding the head on a
charger high up out of the way of a little dog who was yapping
and leaping after it. Plenty of people in the large stuffy room.
Then we drove to the Bois to have tea at Armenonville. Vast
holiday crowds (this being Ascension Day), much dust and
movement. We walked about the fortifications .

Friday, June
At 5 pjn. on this day in the forest of Fontainebleau I became
engaged to many El&nora.
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